__ „ Cornell University Library 

PR 5299.S26C3 



The cave of the Huguenots; a tale of the 




3 1924 013 543 412 




Cornell University 
Library 



The original of tliis book is in 
tlie Cornell University Library. 

There are no known copyright restrictions in 
the United States on the use of the text. 



http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924013543412 



THE CAVE 



OF THE 



HUGUENOTS; 



A TALE OF THE XVIIth. CENTURY, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



BY 

MADAME LA VISCOMTESSE DE SATGE ST. JEAN, 

AUTHOK OF "SKETCHES AND EXTRACTS FKOM A TBAVELLINQ JOURNAL." ,," 



BATH: 

BINNS AND GOODWIN. 

LONDON: JAMES NISBET AND CO. 

WHITTAKEK AND CO. 
LU 
c6 



SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 



Copieflr 

Ahden, Lady, 'M, St. James's Place, London . . TO 

Acheson, St. George Mrs. 

Acton, Mrs. Leamington . . , . 

Anatioe, W. Esq. Madely Wood, Salop 

Anstice, Mrs. ditto 

Anstioe, W. E.Esq. Lincoln Hill, Ironbridge, Salop 

Anstice, Mrs. W. K. ditto 

Anstice, John Esq. Madely Wood, Salop . 

Anstice, Mrs. John ditto 

Bandon, the Earl of, 6, Hyde Park Terrace . . 2 

Bandon, the Countess of, ditto- . . .3 

Borough, the Lady, Bufford Hall, Lancashire . . 1 

Booth, Sir Eobert Gore, Bart. Lissadell, Sligo, Ireland . 1 

Booth, Lady Gore, Lissadell . . . .1 

Booth, the Dowager Lady Gore . . .2 

Bache, John, Esq. Chesterton, Salop . . .3 

Bartlett, Mrs. Marnwood, ditto . . . .8 

Bangham, Mrs. Bridgnorth . . . .1 

Broadbent, the Rev. E. F. Worfield, Shropshire . . 1 

Bayley, J. Esq. Desboroitgh, h-eland . . .1 

Bayley, Mrs. ditto . . . . I 



IV SUBSCBIBEES NAMES. 

Bamfield, William Esq. Shifnall . 

Berrow, Mrs. Bewdly 

Bidwell, 0. Esq. Alhrighton 

Biggs, Miss Margarite 

Biggs, Miss 

Bird, Miss, Islington Row, Edghaston 

Bosanquet, Mrs. 

Boycott, Esq. Bridgnorth . 

Braisier, Capt., R.N. Bradney, Salop 

Brookes, Mrs. Whitchurch 

Bridges, John, Esq. B^d Lion Square 

Best, Mrs. Dodoak, Worcestershire 

Cholmondeley, the Marquis of 

Cholmondeley, the Marchioness of 

Calthorpe, the Lady Charlotte Gough, 33, Orosvenor 

Cleaves, Mrs. Henry 

Colthurst, Miss 

Cooper, Mr. Charles, Hagley Bow, Edghaston College 

Charleton, Miss 

Crump, Mrs. 

Cooper, Mrs. 

Cooper, Mrs. E. . 



Davies, Mrs. Henwick 

D. Mrs. P. 

D. C. . 

Davenport, Mrs. Davenport House, 



Copies. 



Salop 



Davenport, Mrs. Worfield Home, ditto 



Square 



SUBSCBIBEES NAMES. 

Darby, Francis, Esq. WhiU House, Colebrook Dale, Salop 

Darby, Mrs. ditto 

Darby, Miss, ditto 

Darby, Abraham, Esq. The Ghesnuts, Colebrook Dale, Salop 

Darby, Abraham Mrs. ditto . 

Duppa, Miss, Bridgnorth .... 

Dickson, Miss, Oeorge St. Edgbaston, Birmingham 

Edmeston, Miss, Norham ... 
Edwards, Mrs. John, Chapel Ash, Woverhampton 
Edwards, Mrs. Britannia Square, Worcester 
Egan, Miss, Ivy Park, Worcester . 

Fowke, Lady, Lowsely Hall, Leicestershire 
Fisher, Esq. The Bowling Green, Albrighton 

Gilly, Eev. S. D. D. Prebendary of Durham 
Greswolde, Mrs. Malvern Hall, Warwickshire 
Greswolde, Major, ditto 
Greswolde, Miss Mary, ditto 
Griffith, Miss 
Griffith, Miss Charlotte 



Hesketh, Lady Arrabella, Rufford Hall, Lancashire 

Hastings, C. Esq., M.D. Worcester 

Hastings Miss, 29, Tything, Worcester 

Harvey, Mrs. La Chaumiere, Guernsey 

Hall, Mrs. T. E. . 

Hall, Miss 

HaU, Mrs. 31, Chesham Street, London 

Heywood, S. Esq. Lancashire 



V 
Copies. 



4 

a 

3 
1 

1 
3 
3 
3 
1 
1 

1 
3 
3 
] 
1 
1 
2 
1 



Vi SUBSCEIBEBS NAMES. 

Holland, Miss, Boughton House, Worcestershire 

Irwin, Esq. .... 

Irwin, Mrs. .... 

Joynson, J. Esq. Chesterton, Shropshire 
Joynson, Mrs. ditto 

Joynson, Miss, ditto 

King, Robert, Esq. 

Lorton, Viscount, Rockingham, Boyle, Ireland 

Langford, the Dowager Lady, Berkeley Square, London 

Lefroy, Hon. Mrs. 18, Chesham Place 

Lefroy, Hon. Mrs. a friend by 

Lefroy, Antony, Esq. 18, Chesham Place 

Lefroy, the Misses, ditto . 

Lefroy, Baron-Corriglas, Longford, L-eland 

Leslie, Rev. Charles 

Leslie, Mrs. 

Manchester, Her Grace the Duchess of 
Marinden, Mrs. Chesterton 
Mc. Michael, Mrs. Bridgnorth, Salop 
Mansell, Miss, Hagley Bow, Birmingham 
Mytton, Miss, Cleoberg North 



Copies. 



Nichols, Mrs. Bridgnorth . 

Newton, Mrs. 11, Gloucester Terrace, Hyde 

Neil, Mrs. ... 

Owen, Mrs. St. Milbro' Lodge 
Oakes, Misses, Bridgnorth 



Park 



20 



SUBSOEIBEES NAMES. VU 

Oopies. 

Parsons, Miss, Worcester . . . . .9 

Proctor, Miss . . . . . .1 

Partridge, Mrs. Prospect Villa, Wandsworth . . 1 

Powell, E. W. Esq. the Howe Warfteld, Salop . . 1 

Pritchard, George Esq. Brosely, Salop . . .1 

Pritchard, Mrs. ditto . . . .1 

Pritchard, John, Esq. Brosely . . . . 1 

Pritchard, Mrs. John ditto . . . .1 

Pritchard, Miss, ditto . . . . .4 

Pidcock, Mrs. Worcester . . . . .1 

Koberts, Eichard, Esq. . . . . .1 

Roberts, Mrs. . . . . . .1 

Rufford, Mrs. ...... 1 

Robinson, Esq. Talardd, Carmarthenshire . . 1 

Sparrow, the Lady Olivia ... 6 

Spaen De, Lady Louisa ... .1 

Synge, Sir Edward, Bart. . . . .1 

Synge, Lady . . . .1 

Standish, Standish Mrs. Duxbury Park, Lancashire . 10 

Smalman, John, Esq. Quatford Castle, Shropshire . 1 

Suckling, Mrs. . . . . . .1 

Sparkes, Mrs. Worcester . . .2 

Sparkes, Mrs. Amdell, St. John's Bridgnorth . . 2 

Sherwood, Mrs. Worcester . . . .1 

Smith, Mrs. 24, Norfolk Street, Hyde Park . . 3 

Smith, Stedman Sidney, Esq. Houghton, Salop. . . 1 



SDBSCEIBEBS NAMKS. 



Thoren, Madame La Baronne, Malvern, Worcestershire 
Tighe, Mrs. the Bank, Windsor 
Tomlinson, Miss, Hagley Row, Edyhaston . 
Thornton, Rev. W . . . • 

Vandeleur, Mrs. Hermitage, Castle Connel, Ireland 
Vandeleur, a Friend by Mrs. 
Vickers, Valentine, Esq. Ellerton Grange . 
Vickers, Mrs. Chetton Rectory, Bridgnorth 
Vickers, Miss, ditto . 

Wake, Lady, Courteen Hall, Northamptonshire 

Wliitmore, Mrs. 6, Hyde Park Terrace 

Wakeman, Mrs. Worcester 

Wakeman, Miss, ditto 

Wakeman, Miss E. ditto . 

Wakeman, Mrs. James 

Wheeley, Misses Worcester 

Webster, Mrs. Worcester . 

Wall, Mrs. St. Ann's Hill, Great Malvern 

Williams, Mrs. Francis, Bodenham, Worcestershire 

WUliams, Mrs. Birmingham 

Williams, William, Esq. Swmmerfield House 

Wood, Mrs. Cotterill, Greenford, Middlesex 

Whicliurch, Mrs. George Villa, Guernsey . 

Wasey, Rev. George Leigh, Quatford, Salop 

Young, Mrs. . . . • 

Z, A. . 



ADDITIONAL SUBSCRIBERS SINCE THE LIST 
WAS PRINTED. 



Copies. 

Sir Charles H. Coote, Bart. 5, Connaught Place, London . 1 

Lady Coote ditto . . .1 

Capt. R. Coote, R.N. ditto . ■ . 1 

Mrs. Sydney Cosby ditto . . .1 

Earl of Portarlington, 1 6, Eaton Square, London . . 1 

Countess of Portarlington ditto . . 1 

Shafto Adair, Esq., M.P. 5, Audley Square, London . 1 

Mrs. Adair ditto . . .1 
The Hon. Mrs. Dawson Damer, 16, Eaton Square, London 1 

Mrs. Wake, The Rectory, Oourteenhall . . .1 

Mrs. Orlando Gunning . , . . .1 



J. Best, Esq., Worcester 

Miss Jones 

Mrs. Oakes, Eton, near Windsor 

Lady Cooter 

Mrs. Tymbs, Worcester 



EKBATA. 
Page, Line. 
4 7 for "how those vales," read "now through valee." 

12 5 for " when tied by this vile chain of sin," read " when tied and bound 

by this vile chain of sin." 
72 11 for " no fruit nor leaf," read " nor fruit nor leaf." 




-<^ 



N 






THE CAVE OE THE HUGUENOTS. 

TALE OP THE XVIIth CENTURY, 



Tgj; mists of morn still hang o'er that lone vale,* 
Where through an aperture remote, yet pierced 
By Nature's cunning hand with giant portal, 
Through th' opposing rock the silvery Riese 
Has forced its onward course — 'mid caverns wild 
And high o'erarched domes, whose deep'ning gloom 
The torch's glare scarce fathoms — on it flows. 
In hollow converse with this drear sojourn. 
Now hounding o'er the rough impeding rocks 
In angry foam, now gliding as hy stealth. 
In dim perspective 'mid those vaulted aisles. 
Where print of human foot hath rarely been. — 

* The valley of the Riese, near the Mas d'Asil, in the 
Arriege Pyrenees. 

B 
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To such retreat oppression's iron hand 
Had driven the remnant of that scatter 'd flock, 
That apostoHc church, whose clearer Hght 
From its great Fountain pure reflected, made 
The early martyrs of our glorious Faith. 

Swift o'er the land with unrelenting rage, 
Kichelieu, thy sanguinary orders flew, 
With sword and flame* — the frightful carnage ran 
In one deep stream of blood — hut, tow'r, and town, 
The hamlet and the hall, alike are razed. — 
The young and old, the wealthy and the poor, 
Kack'd, torn, and tortured, or with gentler stroke 
Confided to the Inquisition s power.f 
The sire and grandsire, circled by a band 
Of roseate innocence and manly worth, 

* At the epoch of these sanguinary wars in France during the 
^Teign of Louis 13th, the Mareshal Themines -was sent by Richelieu 
to exterminate with fire and sword the Protestants of the county 
of Foix. 

f We find accounts of the victims being suspended by the hair, 
or by the feet, and nearly suffocated by damp straw being burned 
in the places where they were tied up. — The hairs of their head 
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Fell'd like the goodly cedars of the east ; 
The matron with her infant at her breast, 
(Clasping in agony the reeking sword 
Impending o'er her babes) implores in vain ! 

Young Flowers of Martyrdom ! methinks I see 
(While many a Rachel weeps throughout the land) 
O'er your bright heads a heavenly vj^ion bend ! 
That cherub host whom Herod's bloody grasp 
Unpitying, sever'd from' the parent stem,. 
(First-gather'd snowdrops of the Christian spring, 
And earliest martyrs to their infant Lord.) 

and beard were plucked out, they were plunged repeatedly into 
deep water, and drawn out by a rope fastened under their arms, 
only in time to prevent their being drowned. Sometimes an- 
uufortunate creature was drenched with wine by means of a 
funnel, and while intoxicated taken to Church, where his pre- 
sence was deemed equivalent to abjuration. A similar method 
was adopted with individuals overcome with bodily pain. In 
some cases, the Huguenots were prevented from sleeping for an 
entire- week, by sentinels continually rousing them, and when 
any Protestant was confined to his bed by illness, a dozen drum- 
mers were sent to beat under his window without intermission, 
until the sick man promised to be converted — ^with a long cata- 
logue of other diabolical suggestions- for subduing, the firmness of 
the Protestants. — Buknet, vol. i. page 393. 
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Methinks I see them now, on angel wings, 
Hovering around you, sporting with the crowns 
And the eternal palms they tend you from ahove ! 

Let History's weeping muse her pen resign 

As she beholds in Truth's stern tablets traced 

Those Imes of blood that here her page pollute, 

And blush while she beholds them. How those vales 

Where innocence in calm seclusion dwelt, 

The frightfril war-cry rang'— 'tis desolation all — 

When, lo ! a refage oped by Nature's hand 

Receives the fugitives — A spacious cave, 

Well known to all the neighbouring vaUies round,* 

A natural fortress, doubly fortified 

By her the blest protector of their Faith, f 

* This magnificent natural gallery, through which the river 
Eiese has forced itself a passage, celebrated throughout the 
whole country, under the name of the " Grotto of the Mas," 
among the Arriege Pyrenees, may he said to be about a quarter 
of a league in length. At its opening it is upwards of 350 feet 
in height, and about 150 in width, and in some parts its 
elevation is even far more considerable. 

f The approaches to this fortress of Nature had been happily 
fortified beforehand by the good Jeanne d'Albret, mother of Henri 
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Whose fair renown in mellow'd ray descending, 
Seems thro' Time's hazy distance still in sight. 
Trembling, they fly their homes, their hopes, their joys, 

Quatre. Immense gates of bronze concealed its two principal 
issues, augmenting at the same time the horror and obscurity of 
the besieged. — Revue du Midi. 

About the centre of the grotto, an enormous natural pillar 
sustains the weight of this stupendous dome, whose gigantic arch 
seems to enlarge as one advances towards the interior. 

The river flows on the side rebounding over the masses of 
broken rock which compose its bed with hoarse and noisy im- 
petuosity. On arriving at an angle of the rock both the river 
and grotto turn suddenly to the right, and from this spot the 
scene is truly imposing. 

On the one hand a large issue, or opening, through which the 
rays of the sun strildng in a thousand different forms and direc- 
tions amid the gloom of this subterranean solitude, light up the 
cascades here formed by the Riese foaming over the rocks which 
obstruct its passage, whilst on the other the eye is carried on- 
wards in dim perspective along the mazes of a dark and 
gloomy gaUery of rocks, amid which a faint glimmering of 
light visible at its extremity discloses to the eye other lateral 
corridors branching off here and there, whose recesses are lost 
in impenetrable darkness. 

But this cavern, however striking as a natural curiosity, 
derives a double interest from its historical associations, and 
more particularly from the shelter and protection it afforded 
to the numerous bands of persecuted Protestants, during' the 
horrible massacre 'to which they were more than once exposed. 

Note by the Author. 
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Their comforta all — but with them bear awajr 

Whate'er of home's best treasures may be snatch'd 

From threaten'd doom. Decrepid age, 

The father and the patriarch revered, 

Ts borne along in haste by his stout sons ; 

The mother's throbbing breast and anxious arms 

Are closed around her babes with straining grasp, 

Bearing them onward, onward from the shock. 

With an untired and supernatural strength ! 

The maid,, whose voice is comfort,, lingers yet 

Upon an aged mother's faltering step, 

And lingering oft will turn with wistful gaze. 

With paUid lip, and eye suffused with tears. 

To where that little shrine of peace and love. 

The home of infancy, yet sleeps secure 

'Gainst the grey mountain side — the blue smoke still 

Curling in fitful wreaths o'er its dark woods. — 

Why turns she still with such a yearning gaze ? 
Hold yet those doom'd but consecrated walls; 
A brother? or, perchance, to maiden's heart 
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A name than this dear cherish'd household word 
Yet dearer ? for all else of earthly love, 
Around that form of innocence and truth, 
"Within that guileless and untutor'd breast, 
Is centred in an aged parent's smile ; 
While at her side the village Cerberus, 
A noble animal of aspect dread. 
Both bold and true, of purest mountain race. 
And a fair snow-white lamb — the household pet- 
Chosen of many flocks, in mute fidehty 
Still follow on her steps — but now — oh, joy! 
They come, they come, the truants — to receive 
A mother's benediction, and restore 
Joy to the joyless, e'en when hope seems fled — 
And now amid their bright ungarner'd plains 
Of golden grain, their clustering vines unprest. 
From all the charms luxuriant Autumn yields 
To honest industry, condemn'd to fly. — 
By the fair streams, and shadowy forest glades. 
And meadow pathways of that golden vale, 
They hurry onwards, 'till the giant rocks, 
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Which seem'd to frown in mockery of their toil, 
Burst on their anguish'd sight with portal wide, 
Opening a friendly covert from the storm. — 

Within their hospitable breast immured 
They rally now their strength, their hopes, their aims, 
Concentrate all their energies^ — the rich 
Partaking freely with the poor— -the strong 
Imparting strength — unconquerable youth, 
The prop of age — and age with wisdom's voice, 
Broken yet bold, raised 'mid the hst'ning throng, 
In gentle admonition or advice — and now 
An aged patriarch tells of wonders past, 
Of great deUv'rances, and mercies wrought 
By Heaven's avenging arm, when earthly help 
Would seem for ever fled. — How in times past. 
When flying from oppression's tyrant grasp, 
(When bitterest martyrdom remain'd awhile 
The Christian's only rest,) within the mazes 
Of a lonely wood, seized, stript, and bufieted : 
Bound in strong bands to the resistless oak. 
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He thus was left to perish — when behold, 

On his third day of agony, outspent 

With hunger and with wretchedness, he spied 

A traveller's welcome form — a Catholic, 

But " good Samaritan," with pity moved, 

Tho' at the risk of instant death, cut loose 

The cruel bonds which held his tortured frame. 

" And who," the old man cried, " could thus impart 

This dew of mercy to the merciless 

But He the God of mercy ? on whose brow 

Love sits triumphant 'mid our sorest ills. — 

And now amid the gloom a form revered. 
The zealous Pastor of a scatter'd flock, 
Torn by the rav'nous wolf pursued and driv'n. 
O'er Alpine steeps, to where the pine's dark shade 
Waves o'er their deep resounding caves afar,) 
Moves 'mid the weeping daughters of the land, 
With hope and consolation in his step. 
"These rocks," he cries, "which shelter us, may seem 
To your oppress'd and sorrow-stricken hearts, 

c 
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But as the tomb of Hope — but who is He 

That spiritual Rock ? who in this weary land 

The shadow of that great' and sheltering Rock, save He 

The everlasting God in whom we trust ! 

He is our rock, our fortress, our defence. 

Our strength, our might, our buckler, and our shield, 

The horn of our salvation, and our tow'r. 

He makes the weak his care, and tho' he hide 

For a small moment from their sorrowing eyes 

His glorious face, with everlasting love 

Will he support and compass them about, 

For such his own most comfortable words, 

' Come unto me, ye weary and opprest, 

Oh! come to me, and I will give you rest !' " 

Intelligence meanwhile was promptly brought. 
From spies without, and hurrying fugitives, 
Still pressing onward toward their common home, 
(Flying those fears which lend the fleet step 

wings,) 
Of rapid movements 'mid th' Imperial host. 
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And gath'rings quick, with desperate design, 

To storm the entrance to this last Retreat ; 

And thus at one terrific blow efface 

By numbers, or by stratagem, their hopes, 

Their hves, their all, from the green breast of 

earth. 
'Mid subterranean gloom and awful night, 
Unseen the glorious light of eve and morn, 
Sweet interchange of good, which until now 
(Withdrawn) seems scarcely noted to have been, 
They gave themselves to pray'r, imploring strength 
Undaunted to await the coming storm. 
And now anew uniting all their means, 
Collecting, promptly 'mid their scatter'd bands 
Provisions, weapons, arms — they organize 
Their forces and their stores, with Heaven's high 

aid 
Unyielding to sustain the threaten'd siege. 

The fatal morn advanced * — eager their spies, 
* 18th September, 1685. 
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Forewarn'd of the approaching army's pace, 
Grave note within, by secret openings 
Practised in the rock — at earliest dawn 
Without the fortress'd issues of the Cave, 
The rocky ramparts, turret-Hke, were crown'd 
With helmet, spear, and lance, whose lustre caught 
Unwonted glitter from th' uprising sun ; 
Whilst hid behind the rudely shelving rocks 
The out-posts took their stand. — Within the Grot 
What wilder scene of jnotion and unrest ! 
A little world of busy hopes and fears, 
Of active zeal, and stern preparative. 
The aged on their knees, incapable 
Of wielding other arms than those of prayer. 
Implored aloud the guardian care of Heaven 
For them and for their offspring — Ah ! who knows 
The "gracious rain" those prayers of aged Faith 
Inspired of Heav'n, and to that Heav'n address'd. 
Have pour'd in blessings o'er their heritage ! 
With arms Hke these Moses with outstretch'd 
hands. 
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Smote Amalek's dread host — by fervent prayer 
Elijah raised the dead — and from the heights 
Of Carmel's hallow'd mount by prayer drew down 
A blessed rain o'er all the thirsty land. — 
Pastors with fervent zeal the crowd harangued, 
Strength'ning each fainting heart with words of 

peace. 
Children, unconscious of th' impending storm, 
Pleased with their strange and unaccustom'd task. 
Were toiling 'midst the rusted armouries 
Their little hands had clean'd. Women in tears 
Prepared the hasty meal, whose sustenance 
Was destin'd to support their partners' strength 
Through the dread conflict — (the last aid per- 
chance 
Of faithfal love in this dark vale of woe) 
Whilst, all activity, the stronger sex 
With eager step were hastening to and fro ; 
Some with gigantic force at utmost stretch 
Detach huge blocks of granite from their bed. 
Rolling them onward to the cavern's mouth. — 
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Some molten death prepare, or with stem hold 
Adjust the pondrous axe — the poignard's point, 
Or whet their fearful scythes, destin'd too soon 
To reap their harvest o'er a j&eld of blood. — 
Amid this stirririg and unearthly scene 
(Scaring in myriads the dusky bat 
From undisturbed repose) the torch's glare 
Sent forth its lurid and uncertain hght, 
Fitfally streaming 'mid the motley groups, 
Thus strangely and confusedly employ'd. — 

As Memory's bright and evanescent gleam 
Lights up the lone recesses of the mind. 
Striking with quick and meteoric glance 
Each buried image of the sleeping past. 
So vividly the Flambeau's ruddy glare 
Would pierce with mystic touch the ebon veil 
Of subterranean gloom, which as a shroud 
Withheld from mortal sight that scene of mortal 

woe. 
Now would it light on infancy and age. 
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Together nestling from th' impending shock, 
Like early flow'rets shrinking from the blast 
Of " Herod winter " 'neath the snow flake pure, 
Young nature's guardian mantle ; — now disclose 
The husband, parent, lover's last adieu — 
When the firm step of manhood falters yet, 
And his breast heaves beneath the mail'd cuirass. 
With deep resolve, o'ercharged with human love — 
Now with a Kembrandt's touch the canvass glows. 
And as by that magician's hand pourtray'd, 
The Cave's dark mystic drapery appears 
Peopled with forms and scenes in motley train, 
Like the e'er restless ocean — broken particles 
Of life's fair porcelain joys, and sweetest 
Earthly comforts ! But on one group methought 
That streaming light dwelt yet with lingering touch, 
A maiden and her sire it brought to view, 
Whose hoary locks fell Uke the snowy wreaths 
O'er "Vigmale's * Alpine breast, while at his side 
Kneeling, that maid bedew'd his wither'd hand 
* One of the "Pics " of the Pyrenees covered with eternal snow. 
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With passionate tears, and ever and anon 

Her dark and lustrous eyes to his were raised 

In supplicating tenderness ; then like 

The early rose o'ercharg'd with morning dew, 

Bent on her heaving breast, as tho' the soul 

Would burst its very springs in their o'erswelling 

shower. 
Her's was a form of beauty and of Hght, 
Such as the poet in his world of dreams 
Would welcome as the day-star. — Dignity, 
With love and gentle pity temper'd sweet, 
Sat on her queen-like brow — while her attire 
Bespoke her noble lineage and descent. — 
Her raven tresses o'er a breast of snow, 
Fell in luxxiriant but neglected bands ; 
O'ershadowing partially that forehead fair. 
Those features chisell'd as by Grecian art. — 
Aline de Montford ! thine that weeping form 
Of beauty and of worth. — But who may dive 
The pearly ocean of that heaving breast, 
O'er which the waves of grief now undulate 
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With such wild swell — who sound the depth that lies 
Within the curtain'd shade of those dark drooping 

eyes. 
Hast thou perchance that glowing heart bestow'd 
On one who now thy bitterest foe may prove ? 
Young, bold, and ardent, and of noble race, 
But hostile to thy persecuted creed, 
Whose daring spirit may too reckless prove ? 
The rash unsparing instrument of death 
To all thine hOnour'd race, — and on this morn, 
This rayless morn, perhaps, of parting love. 
When the unsounded gulphs of human woe 
Burst forth as mountain torrents, from the depths 
Of some o'erswelling lake ; — hast thou, poor maid. 
To thy lorn parent's aching heart disclosed 
Thy spirit's fearful strife ? Still holier trust 
Be thine, young Aline, at this aivful hour. 
Than the poor broken reeds of earthly love t 
Oh ! trust in Him, and cling to Him alone, 
Whose everlasting arms shall bear thee up 
Amid th' overwhelming floods, and storm-tost waves. 
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If He thy spirit touch, thou yet may'st feel, 
E'en in the hitt'rest hour of nature's strife, 
Amid the wreck of all thy cherish'd joys, 
A peaceful calm — a sweet and holy trust 
Fall on thy spirit with sustaining ray, 
The Sahhath dawn of life's eternal day ! 

Meanwhile the royal troops in stern array, 

Advance in order up the river's banks : — 

First march the gallant men of Ventadour, 

New disciplin'd — next the artillery, 

Those fearful tubes that breathe forth orbs of death. 

Whose cumbrous wheels, impeded by the rocks 

And stony fragments of th' unbeaten track, 

Drag wearily along with thundering sound. 

Waking each mountain echo from its lair ; — 

Then come two plumed chieftains, sons of fame, 

The Count de Carmaing, and the brave Bellerive, 

Leading a troop with helm and spear opprest — 

And now their warlike Mar6shal himself, 

The fearful Themines with his trampling horse. 
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And at his side (choice flowers of chivaky 

And gentle birth) his youthful favourites 

De Melville, Ranzy, d'Hounous, and d'Hauterive. 

As thousand follows thousand six times told, 

They tread with slow and difl&cult ascent 

The tortuous mountain side — their casques, cuirass, 

And haldiberts of steel, with glitt'ring pomp 

Glancing in proud array, extending far 

Like a long waving serpent, whose bright scales 

Shine proudly, basking in the mid-day sun. 

Sudden the thronging masses, make a halt. 
The Marshal with his chosen cavaliers 
Press to the foremost rank, in haste to learn 
Where crouch'd the hunted enemy may lie ; 
In prompt obedience the seneschal 
In silence pointed to the cavern's mouth. 

" Soldiers and friends," their leader cries, " advance. 
This refuge of the Huguenots is strong. 
What then ? Shall your impatient zeal relax. 
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Or obstacle impede, when high behest 

Of king and holy church has call'd us forth ? 

Amid these far stretch'd Pyrenean heights, 

This, their last hold, must bravely be destroy'd. 

Cost what it will of valour and of blood ! 

Champions of Languedoc, by Eanzy led. 

Wind stealthily around the mountain's brink, 

And storm the cavern on th' opposing side. 

You, brave de Carmaing, roll th' insatiate mouths 

Within the river's bed ; — the death-storm beat 

Against the bristling bulwarks of the Cave, 

Whilst numbers keep aloof in form compact 

To watch the ergess from the neighbouring town. 

You, Count de Cornusson, keep firm your post, 

'Till our ranks triumph, and the breach be won; 

Then make a prompt and vigorous assault 

With your brave men — my arms shall second 

yours ; — 
Now spring to earth and leave your gallant steeds. 
Let each right hand his sounding weapon grasp," 
" And now " he cried, unsheathing his bright sword. 
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" For God and for our Holy Mother Church, 
Death — nought but death — to these curs'd Heretics." 
Promptly their leader's orders were obey'd ; 
With all a youthful favourite's caprice, 
The young and ardent Melville sues alone 
From his consenting chief one wayward boon, — 
Permission to retain his favourite steed ; 
(A Spanish Jennet of the purest race ;) 
And thus caparison'd to pass the breach, 
And dauntless leap into the Cavern's mouth. 

The Huguenots meanwhile invisible, 
Wrapp'd in the gloom of an unbroken night, 
Continu'd in this peopled sepulchre 
Their active preparations for defence. 
AU was prepar d. — Their minister and chief, 
Descended slowly 'mid the list'ning crowd. 
At his command each flambeau was extinct, 
' Till the last glitter of their glancing arms 
Was lost in one profound and chill obscure. 
And now a rolHng and portentous sound 
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Like distant thunder shakes the vaulted dome. 
As of old ocean's deep and sullen roar 
Before the tempest burst forth, or its waves 
Lash in wild foam their subterranean caves — 
Trembled the ground beneath the armed hoofs 
As at an earthquake's shock — they come — they come. 
Men — ^women — children — in one moment all 
Bow down the suppliant knee, in mute accord; 
Their minister in few and fervent words 
Committing them to Heaven's o'erruling care, 
Then rising he commenced his brief harangue. 

" Christians, be strong — we know in whom we trust — 
Let your hearts faint not, neither be oppress'd; 
The God who fought for Israel of old 
Is still our safeguard and our sure defence. 
They tell us that our Adversary's power 
Doubles our own in numbers as in strength ; 
How their broad breast-plates gUtter in the sun, — 
In fierce display their crested horsemen spur — 
Death-laden wheels oppress the shudd'ring earth — 
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Here are no breastplates save your faithful hearts — 
No deadly cannons, but those prompter balls 
Which strike the hfe direct from out the heart; 
No sun to hght us 'mid the coming storm — 
But night — unbroken and eternsil night — 
No skilful warriors, and no marshall'd ranks 
To point with eagle-eye fame's onward road, 
No laurell'd chiefs— but God— th' Eternal God!" 
As thus he spoke, the cannons' roar without 
Answer 'd like living thunder thro' the vault — 
Above the rampart pass'd the whizzing ball 
Striking the Cavern's roof — then with fierce 

bound 
Detaching from the rock a fragment huge, . 
Hiss'd with spent fury oh the wave, and sank. 
"Christians ! arise," exclaim'd the zealous chief, 
"And may the God of battles be your aid." 
In silence they obey'd — all took their stahd, 
A slight brisk cHnking of their arms was heard 
As each retired within his destin'd post; 
Then all again was silence and repose. 
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Like Stalagmites -within their parent grot^ 
Erect and motionless their army stood. 

And now the heated orbs of death ply fast 
Their fearful ravage 'gainst the Cavern's mouth 
Re-echoing thro' the solitary vales 
With awful bound — as tho' the beetHng chffs 
Were answering as in mockery of the strife. 
Ere long a massive fragment of the wall, 
RoU'd its huge ruin in the river's bed, 
The breach was soon enlarged — ^the entrance won. 
De Carmaing, watching with an eagle gaze. 
Gives instant signal to the impatient host — 
De Melville dash'd his war-horse in the stream, 
And, sword in hand, is follow'd by his men. 
Supported by thy far famed sons, Toulouse. 
Meanwhile within the Cavern, silence deep — > 
Plunged in inexplicable stupor seem'd 
The trembling inmates of that gloomy cave ; 
But at the moment when th' invading host 
Rush'd thro' the riv'n rock, a solemn chaunt 
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Broke suddenly on the awaken'd ear, 
And thrice one thousand peahng voices rose 
In sadden'd chorus to th' eternal throne. 
An ancient Canticle of simple form, 
And simpler melody — which yet sublime 
Became, when chaunted in the face of death. 



SOLEMN CANTICLE SUNG IN CHORUS 
BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

On Jordan's awfal verge, Lord! we stand, 
Deep waves of trouble o'er our spirits roll. 
Saviour ! uphold us with thy powerful hand, 
G-reat God! be thou the anchor of our soul. 

Darkly we move along its shadowy brink. 
Benighted — fainting — friendless — and opprest — ■ 
Saviour! uphold us ere in death we sink. 
And lead us onward to our promised Rest. 

E 
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Fountain of Light! do thou our path illume, 
Dart o'er our souls one bright triumphant ray. 
Breathe thro' our hearts amid the fearful gloom. 
The morning freshness of eternal day. 

Thine arm 's not shorten'd that it cannot save, 
Nor thine ear heavy that it cannot hear; 
Tho' sunk beneath oppression's rolling wave, 
We feel thine everlasting presence near ! 

We plead thy precious promises, Lord, 
Amid the wrecks of time for ever sure; 
Those covenanted blessings of thy word, 
Which to eternal ages shall endure. 

Then strengthen. Lord, each fainting, doubting heart ! 
Clothe us with might — ^with armour all divine; 
To our dread foes thy Spirit's beam impart. 
That like a second Saul their chief may shine. 
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Forgive them, Lord! they know not what they do, 
For His blest name who taught us to forgive — 
Blot out their cruelties as morning dew. 
Oh ! let their darken'd souls believe and live ! 



Th' assailants paused — e'en 'mid the list'ning crowd, 

The bold and reckless Melville stood aloof, 

Seized with a thrill of supernatural awe. 

The sacred harmony, distinct and clear, 

Full of religious grandeur and repose, 

Swell'd by the falhng river's ceaseless roar 

And the lone echoes of the mountain caves. 

Yet soften'd by the hallow'd melody 

Of pious voices borne on viewless- wings 

To heaven's high altar, might in truth have seem'^d 

The echo of a superjiatural choir. 

No Hving form — no keenly meeting gaze. 

Was visible amid th' absorbing gloom. 

No din of battle, and no crash of arms, 
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But from the lone recesses of the Cave 
Stream'd mystic melody and words of peace, 
As 't were the harmony of seraph souls 
Before the throne of the Eternal Judge. 



Short the suspense! the chieftain's words were 

prompt, 
And prompter the reply. — The chosen men 
Of Ventadour now rush'd into the Cave, 
Met by a shower of balls, whose well-aim'd shock 
O'erthrow their foremost and best chosen ranks, 
Forcing their falt'ring comrades to withdraw — 
Thrice the Toulousian troop renew'd the charge — 
And thrice were they repulsed with fearful loss 
By their invisible and dauntless foes ; 
With rage transported, proud de Melville view'd 
His ranks o'erthrown — his buoyant hopes represt — 
Quick started to the spur his princely steed 
As on he urged him with his sword's keen point. 
Furious, the noble animal erect, 
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With bleeding flanks and mane dischevel'd, leap'd 
The fallen ramparts — then with his rider 
Onward dash'd into the Cavern. — D'Hounous, 
De Kanzy, d'Hauterive, and the youthful flower 
Of that bright army leading on their troop 
With cries of wild huzza. — " Soldiers ! strike home ! 
No mercy — none— to heretics like these!" 

Now came the closing shock, and terrible 
'Mid such a battle field — that fearful fight — 
What pen can paint its horrors or its blood! 
Cavern'd — yet living as in Death's dark night — 
Nor space nor air for motion or for breath — 
Pent up by thousands — 'gainst each other wedged, 
Or reeUng^furious on a foe unseen. 

The Huguenots, whose vision was inured 
To subterranean gloom and filmy night, 
Possess'd one West advantage o'er their foes, 
Right trusty too their arms-^— each wielding those 
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To which his calling and long practised skill 
Had best affix'd his bold and sinewy arm ; 
The Rock their rear-guard and unyielding stay, 
The mowers plied their circling scythes of death 
A.mid th' imperial host, cutting them down 
Like " grass that perisheth." — The woodsmen 

bold, 
Descending from the neighbouring mountain heights. 
Amid their dark pine forests train'd to wield 
The pondrous axe — fell'd with unflinching stroke 
Th' athletic Catholics, like forest trees — 
Shepherds and labourers, with their crooks and 

spikes, 
Arm'd as the deadly Cossack's barbed spear, 
Plunged their dread points 'mid those who closer 

press'd. 
Others, well arm'd, struck to the right and left 
With halbert, spear, and lance — whilst their brave'^ 

sons 
Young hunters of the Pyrenees — inured 
To grapple with the savage mountain bear. 
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Seized fast in combat close their struggling foe 

And bathed in human gore their stunted blade. — 

The bold besiegers now, with fury fraught 

And unexampled zeal, sustain'd the fight ; 

In sullen silence fell each mortal stroke — 

'Till flow'd a guilty stream of reeking blood. 

In swelhng currents o'er th' unequal soil ; 

The dying and the dead, unheeded now, 

Were crush'd beneath the combatants, or roll'd 

With fearful splash into the river's bed. 

The evanescent light of pistol shots, 

With momentary flash, illumed this scene 

Of bloodshed and of woe ; — each rock became 

A fortress, to be storm'd by human force ; 

Their brave defenders but resign'd their post 

W^hen th" all-powerful hand of sudden death 

Invincible, weigh'd down their arms, and conquer'd 

The unconquerable. Each kept in death 

The post he held while combating for life. 

To consummate the horrors of the scene, 
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The heavens grew dark — mysteriously obscured 

By dense and threat'ning clouds — e'en the bright 

sun 
In terror wrapt, seem'd to withdraw his light 
From this foul scene of carnage.- — Stormy rays 
Stream'd mournfully within the Cavern's mouth, 
Throwing their sickly and unearthly glow 
Around this sombre theatre of death ; 
And now the tempest broke forth — furious 
The wind, pent 'mid the mountain cavities, 
Rush'd wild, like maniac uncontrolled; 
The rain came down in torrents, whilst deep night 
Drew thick and closer round her funeral pall — 
But the wild fury of misguided man 
Abated not. Midway within the Cave 
The rushing stream divides — where the vast dome 
Expanding, throws its spacious arch on high — 
There, the great Architect has raised aloft 
A giant pillar which sustains the whole. 
To this mid column, the assailants now 
With slow but steady progress had arrived ; 




^ 

\ 
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Elated with the newly kindled hope 

Of coming victory, de Melville rush'd 

(His noble war-horse wounded at all points) 

Within the closest ranks of the besieged. 

When, lo ! above, a spectral voice is heard, 

" Let loose the cords, and Heav'n will lend us aid :" 

Instant, at these strange words, an awful mass 

Of solid rock o'erhanging the 'mid vault, 

Fell in with thund'ring crash ; — at one dire sweep. 

In one brief moment, quenching life's fierce fire 

Within a hundred bosoms of Toulouse ! 

The momentary clash of broken arms 

Resounded thro' the vault, and purple streams 

Of human blood gush'd forth from every pore. 

The Catholics, with sudden stupor seized, 

Pause for awhile — immoveable — inert — 

But ere the Huguenots could onward rush. 

And press their triumph o'er the awe-struck foe, 

Cries of wild joy from the assailants rang 

In broken clamour thro' the rocky aisles ; 

De Ranzy, with his troop untired — untried. 



34 THE CAVE OF TBLE HUGUENOTS. 

Had forced th' opposing entrance to the Cave : 
'Twas now, driv'n back — surrounded right and left. 
Charged with relentless fury uncontroll'd. 
And unremitting rage, the brave besieged 
Beheld their new-blown hopes at once expire — 
'Twas now in dire extremity they felt 
Their trust reposed not in an arm of flesh ! 

Meantime, de Melville, hke a demon raised 
From out th' infernal host, rush'd 'mid their ranks 
Once more with hope inflamed — short lived that 

hope — 
A ball hath struck that forehead proud — ^he reels — 
And headlong rolls with his brave steed beneath 
Th' avenging wave, with deep and awful plunge. 

But, lo ! he struggles — rises^ — and now chngs 
With desperate grasp to the opposing rock ; — 
But whence that thrilling shriek, a moment heard 
Amid the dijm of arms ? Whence that ideal form 
Of maiden beauty, wildly rushing on 
From the dim Cavern's innermost recess ? 



•THE CAVE OF THE HUGUENOTS. 35 

That with the fleetness of a mountain fawn 

Track'd hy the hunter, reckless of her fate, 

Now leaps the swelling wave with desperate hound, 

And gains that rocky islet 'mid the stream, 

Where the proud Melville, as the eagle struck 

By fowler's hand, — all pierced and hleeding lies. 

Wildly he gazed on that angelic form ; 

" Is it a dream that I behold thee here. 

My Aline — thee, pent with the common herd 

For slaughter ? Or dost thou visit me, bleSt shade ! 

In angel form at this my parting hour 

To shed one ray of hope- — one soft'ning ray 

Around my anguish'd brow ? Speak, Aline ! speak ! 

They told me thou wert safe — safe from the hand 

Of violence, within a father's arms. 

Thy home of youth — that venerable pile. 

Held sacred from the rude destroyer's hand 

At my behest. In such faith was I blest." 

" Melville," she answer'd, " in a father's arms 

I rest me still, e'en in this living tomb ; 

But now I come to seek thy spirit's weal, 
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Ere it take wing beyond the narrow bounds 

Of time. — Hov'ring beside the fatal brink 

We stand — moments are precious, for, alas ! 

I see thy strength depart. — My God 1 my God ! 

Must I thus gaze, without the pow'r to save ! 

If life be precious. Oh ! how precious then 

That life beyond the tomb !— Eternal life ! 

Thou cUngest firmly, Oh ! how firmly now 

To thy last earthly stay — this wave-worn rock. 

Together let us cHng in this dark hour, 

Oh ! Melville, and together cast our all 

On that sole ' Rock of Ages' — Christ the Lord ! 

E'en at this hour there's mercy in that name. 

And virtue in each drop of His most precious blood." 

One instant more, and sudden as she spoke 

Th' o'erwhelming stream resistless struck the rock 

To which they clung, (thus awftiUy o'erswell'd 

By the wild tempest ;) o'er its foaming breast. 

Lifted above the dark tumultuous waves. 

Those bright but blighted forms were onward borne. 
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Amid the awful and impetuous strife 
In fearful ebullitions — never more 
To bless the longing eyes of aged love, 
Or smooth its exit from this vale of tears. 

Hoarse sounds now burst upon the startled ear, 
The Cave became a mass of smoke and fire. 
And 'mid that dense and suffocating cloud 
The voices of their chiefs came loud and quick, 
Sounding anew the signal for the strife ; 
Deep and more furious raged the awful fight. 
Press'^d between two attacks, to the besieged 
All hope seem'd hopeless — all resistance vain ! 
Deep cries of terror from the infirm and old. 
And women's shrieks from wild despair arise, 
Piercingly audible above the shouts 
And savage war-cries of th' assailant host. 
But at this dreadful crisis interposed 
The awful finger of Omnipotence ; — 
An unforeseen event, thus visibly 
Disposed sublime by Heaven's avenging arm. 
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Now turn'd the fate of arms. — During the strife 
The river, swell'd by the tempestuous rains, 
(Fallen in torrents 'mid the neighbouring hills,) 
Had burst its narrow bounds, — and at this hour 
Fierce floods of turbid waters from without, 
Successive rolling thro' the open breach, 
Impetuous, onward rush'd amid the gloom. 
With frightful fury o'er th' opposing rocks. 

In one hour's space, rivers and lakes were form'd 
Within the mountain cavities — which now 
O'ergorged, in thund'ring torrents pour amain 
Their swollen streams on all sides, — sweeping now 
With hoarse rapidity their chanell'd path, 
Now wildly rushing o'er the giant rock. 
They tempt the cat'ract's path, and at one bound 
Plunge madly to th' astonish'd depths below. 
Some seconds more, and terrible became 
The awful waste of waters, — ^while the storm 
Raged with redoubled violence without. 
The far off Pyrenees, the hollow gulphs 
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And mountain caves, reechoed with the strife, 

Bellowing with fearful and foreboding sounds — 

Heaven join'd its fury, and the earth her groans. 

With the fell rage of unrelenting man ! 

To contemplate this elemental war, 

And listen to the water's frightful roar, 

One would suppose some mighty mountain lake 

Had burst its rocky barriers, and through 

This channel sole, discharged its swollen streams 

To inundate the peaceful vales below. 

With terror seized, th' assailants now beheld 
Their sole retreat dash'd from their frantic sight, — 
Behind them roU'd the awfal mountain waves, 
While momently fresh floods descending swift. 
From the dark cloud-capt hills, rush'd through the 

Cave ; 
Commingling with the hoarse o'erflowing stream ; 
Seizing th' impressive moment, on a rock 
'Midst the distracted waters, now appear'd 
The minister and chief of the besieged. 
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" The fountains of the mighty deep," he cried, 
With slow and solemn voice, — " are broken up, 
And heaven's strong windows open'd, — but o'er all, 
Safe 'mid the troubled waves shall float unhurt 
The ark of God's beloved, — ^whilst 'gainst the dark 
And threat'ning clouds, in covenantal beam, 
Shall rise the rainbow of his promised love !" 

Reanimated by their chieftain's voice. 

The Huguenots with renovated^ zeal 

Charged fiercely thro' th' invaders' reeling ranks, 

Who, panic-struck, rush'd back in fatal flight ; 

In vain the fearful Marechal himself 

Dash'd sword in hand amidst the fugitives 

With all the energy of dire despair. 

This sombre image of destruction's pow'r 

Had paralyzed their late victorious arms, 

While superstitious fears benumb'd theii- hearts. 

The fearful inundation by degrees 

Had fill'd the lower entrance to the Cave, 
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In one dense column thro' the rooky arch 

The stream rush'd furious — while from beneath 

The bodies of the dying and the dead, 

In dark succession, were fast onward roll'd 

Amid the billowy foam. — Th' assailants now 

In dire dismay flung down their arms for flight — 

Some threw themselves within the raging stream. 

And swam for safety — some with desp'r ate bound 

Leap'd in wild energy from rock to rock, 

Falling resistless 'neath the avenging Sword 

Or levell'd arquebus. — Their bafiled chief, 

The haughty Themines, here among the rest 

A fugitive — had outlived all but life — 

A life the conqueror's generous pity gave. — 

Amid this anguish'd and tumultuous scene 
The reunited band of Protestants 
Group'd long the ledges of the upper grot. 
Which circling spread above th' o'erflowing waves, 
Now burst forth at the signal of their chief 
la one full song of thankfulness to Him, 

G 
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Their safeguard and their shield, whose arm 
Omnipotent, had triumph'd gloriously ! 

Without the Cave, beside the dying form 

Of bold de Carmaing, reassembled now 

The scatter'd remnant of the Regal host — 

Torn, scarr'd, disshevel'd — drench'd with human gore, 

Despoil'd of arms, of ensigns, and of chiefs, 

The fagitives arrived. — D'Hounous and d'Hauterive, 

Mortally wounded, were now borne away 

By their surviving friends. — De Cornussan, 

Soon as he heard the fearful fate which swept 

His gallant son from oflf the breast of earth, 

Melville ! — sole hope of his declining years — 

In one deep groan gasp'd forth his anguish'd soul ! 

The Marechal de Themines sole remain'd 

Of all their haughty chiefs to tell the tale 

Of their discomfiture. All now retired 

In solemn silence, and soon nought was heard 

Before the entrance of the lonely Cave, 

Save the hoarse murmur of th' o'erflowing waves. 
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The measured drippings from the rocks above ; 

And over all, the pious harmony 

Of hymn'd thanksgivings, chaunted from within, 

The song of Moses and of Miriam 

In sacred cantique raised anew to Heav'n ; 

Each drooping fainting heart, in solemn choir, 

Commingling with the waters' ceaseless roar, 

And covering as with funeral pall 

The deep and dying groans of suff' ring man. 



SONG OF THANKSGIVING FROM THE IN- 
TERIOR OF THE CAVE AFTER THE 
RETREAT OF THE ENEMY. 

Oit ! sing to Jehovah I his people are free, 
The horse and his rider are hurl'd in the sea : 
Oh ! sing to Jehovah ! triumphant in might, 
Our song in the battle — our strength in the fight. 
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Oh ! sing to Jehovah ! all glorious in pow'r, 
Our Rock of salvation in danger's dark hour, — 
The arm of our strength when all earthly hopes 

flee, 
Our Saviour-r-our Refuge — Oh ! who is like Thee ? 

The enemy said : — I will rise and pursue, 

My hand shall destroy them — my sword shall be- 
strew 

With their blood, this last refage ; but Thou in thy 
might 

Hast aris'n, the day-star, o'er Israel's dark night. 

Thou hast sent forth thy wrath — thou hast sent 

forth thy pow'r 
And consumed as the stubble their army's bright 

flow'r ; 
With the blast of thy nostrils the waters arose, 
And the floods stood erect, in the midst of our 

foes. 
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Thou didst blow with thy winds, and thy lightnings 

did flee, 
While the depths stood congeal'd in the heart of the 

sea; 
Thou hast look'd on their hosts when thine anger 

arose, 
And terror hath seized on the heart of our foes. 

By the might of Thine arm they are still as a stone, 
And have left us to worship in trust at thy throne ! 
Great fear shall take hold on the nations around. 
As the deeds of thy might shall in triumph resound. 

Oh ! sing to Jehovah ! with timbrel and dance. 

He hath sheathed the bright sword — he hath broken 

the lance. 
He hath led forth in mercy his people oppress'd. 
The flock he hath ransom'd, and rescued, and blest. 

Then sing to Jehovah ! for ever the same. 

The strength of his people in cloud and in flame ! 
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His arm hath sustain'd them, his presence hath hlest, 
He shall guide them in peace to the land of their 
rest! 



FINIS. 



MINOR POEMS 



ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 



ON THE FIRST DEPARTURE OF MY 
DEAR BOYS FOR SCHOOL. 



" The Angel which redeemed me from all evil bless the lads."- 
Gen. xlviii. 16. 



Keen to a mother's aching heart 
The first and fond adieu ! 
As erst from the maternal nest 
Its little wanderers flew. — 

No more within our lonely halls 
Their joyous notes resound, — 
No more a mother's voice recalls 
Those breathing forms around ! — 

H 
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No more at evening's dewy hour 
Those cherub lips I press, 
When, hke to eve's first closing flower. 
They met my fond caress. — 

No more, alas ! the bounding step, 
The sweet ' good morn ' I hail ; 
Launch'd on the world's tempestuous sea, 
They spread their infant sail. — 



Heaven guide their course, their anchor be ! 
Their compass, guard, and guide I 
Their guard amid the sweling sea 
When danger threatens wide. — 

Their guide when winds and waves asleep 
Seem but to mpqk, our care. 
When hid beneath the slumberiiig, deep 
Nor rocks nor shoals appear. — 
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Then, blessed Lord ! reveal thy love, 
Shew them their bosom's chart, 
Unfold its treasures — plant them deep 
Within their inmost heart ! 

Take, Lord, the helm ! their course direct, 
Appease the threatening gales. 
And with thy Spirit's breezes fill 
Their light and flowing sails ! 
Shew them the blessed land afar. 
Where tempests never come, 
And teach them how each angry wave 
But wafts them nearer home ! 

And as we each approach the coast, 
'Mid shoals and breakers driven — 
Oh ! land us safe — no dear one lost, 
'Till anchor'd safe in Heaven ! 



MINOE POEMS 



TO MY BABE IN HEAVEN. 



" God took thee in his mercy, 
A lamb untask'd, untried — 
He fought the fight for thee, 
He won the victory, 
And thou art sanctified ! 

And when the hour arrives, 
From flesh that sets me free. 
Thy spirit may await 
The first at heaven's gate, 
To meet and welcome me." 

Sweet spirit, leave me not ! 

Leave not my tearful bed, 

Tho' soon — how soon ! thy dawn of life 

On earliest pinions fled — 
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Flower of a day, where art thou ? 
Where is thy spirit's home ? 
Thy httle cot was deck'd with care, 
Ah ! wherefore art thou flown ? , 



The cup of hfe scarce tasted. 
Scarce to thy soft lips press'd, 
Thou hast refused the bitter draught, 
And turn'd thee to thy rest. — 

Last of our little family. 
Yet first to reach the skies ! 
How fondly would my chasten 'd soul 
With thine aspire to rise ! 

Scarce launch'd on life's rough ocean. 
Yet anchor'd safe in port ! 
How doth my spirit, tempest-tost. 
Such homeward breezes court ! 
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Fresh from thy Maker's hand, 
All beauteous clay ! thou rt flown, 
To bask in endless beams of love, 
Around thy Saviour's throne.— 

Blest spirit ! leave me not ! 
Sweet hope ! thus early fled, 
On viewless wings, oh ! hover yet 
Around my lonely bed ! 



TO MY ELDEST BORN, ON HER BIRTH- 
DAY, WITH A WATCH. 

Learn, my dear child, from this your toy. 
Your hours more wisely to employ — 
And as each moment quickly flies, 
To train your talents for the skies ! 
And when you wind it up at night, 
And regulate, and set it right; 
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Oh ! watch each movement from within, 
Each vain desire, each rising sin — 
Be every word and action fraught 
With perfect rectitude of thought — 
Let (ruth the Begulator be, 
And love and sweet simpUcity ! 

Seek earnestly that strengthening grace, 
Our guide and guard in every place — 
He who hath form'd the youthful mind. 
And to His truths its thoughts inclined. 
Hath told us, " those who seek shall find." — 

And oh ! my child, on this loved day 
For one sole gift my heart shall pray^ — 
Thou hast been taught to know its worth, 
Brighter than all the gems of earth — 
The love of Him who died to save. 
And rose triumphant from the grave, 
Rooted within thine inmost soul. 
To guide, to comfort, to controul ! 
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Now in the sweet spring tide of life, 
With sunshine and with promise rife, 
Remember Him whose love is life — 
And when that joyous step shall fail. 
The rose upon thy cheek grow pale, 
When the dark shades, of life shall be- 
That God will then remember Thee. 



Hold up my goings in thy paths, that my footsteps slip not." 
Psalm xvii. 5. 

When all around is dark and drear, 
And clouds announce the tempest near. 
Hold up my goings in. thy way, 
And suffer not my feet to stray.. 

When through the clouds thy mercy gleams 
In sweet and covenantal beams, 
Still keep me closely by thy side, 
And suffer not my feet to slide. 
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Should brighter skies around me glow, 
With this world's gifts my cup o'erilow, 
Then, Lord, be Thou my special guide, 
And suffer not my feet to slide. 

In cloud and storm, in weal and woe, 
Let but thy pi-esence with me go, 
Close as the shade on my right hand, 
'Till joyful in thy courts I stand. — 



RECOLLECTIONS WRITTEN DURING 

SICKNESS. 



Say, hath the violet spent its sweet perfume, 
Or the meek primrose lost the pensile bloom 
Of by-gone years ? Ah ! no — 'tis we are changed. 



When from my sofa's pillow'd nook, 
I lay aside my friendly hook, 
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And gaze on eve's bright roseate sky, 
Watching each soft hue wake and die, 
'Tis then at such lone twilight hour 
Memory assumes her busy power, 
And leads the gaze thro' vista'd years, 
To many a hope now dimm'd with tears, 
To many a form, and many a tone. 
And many a step from this world gone. 
Dreams of the past come stealing o'er me. 
Loved forms of youth arise before me ! 
The ramble over hill and dale. 
When health came wafted in each gale, 
And gave to every youthful cheek 
Its envied bloom — ^its vermeil streak — 
What joy to pluck the first spring flower, 
From the dear rustic shady bower. 
When moss and flowers and seat of stone. 
Were rear'd by childish hands alone ; 
What joy, when spring's awakening gales 
Breathed o'er the woods, and thro' the vales. 
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When perfumed breezes soft disclose 

Where erst the earliest violet blows. 

To range once more each weU known glen, 

And find the rocky haunts again; 

Where 'mid the long sweet summer hours 

We roved in Fancy's fairy bowers : 

And wove such dreams of hope the while, 

Such visions as the heart beguile, 

When spring and youth o'er all things smile, 

Alas ! for years that sped so fast ! 

Nor spring nor youth were meant to last ! 

Soon does the world's deceiving wile 

Of its best joys the heart beguile, 

Leaving too oft the wreck behind 

Of all divine which it enshrined — 

The firm repose of trusting youth, 

Its dread of wrong, its love of truth. 

The gushing rapturous joy of heart 

That seeks its own deep bliss t' impart 

To all — nor thinks a world so fair 

Has aught of sorrow, crime, or care. 
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Oh ! could we to the unconscious heart 

Our past experience impart ! 

Or could our own experience prove 

The Beacon light to those we love ! 

Shew them the rocks and treach'rous waves, 

Now sleeping bright 'mid ocean caves, 

The troubled sea — th' inconstant gale — 

Which must their Uttle bark assail ; 

The hope on hope, like wave on wave. 

Bursting, the pebbled beach to lave. 

But no — it must not — cannot be — 
Th' All-wise shall mark their destiny ! — 
To crop the lark's aerial wing, 
Or crush each opening bud of spring, 
Ere yet its sweets are blossoming, 
To drown the blackbird's earliest lay, 
Or chase the sun's sweet beams away. 
Less cruel would such effort be, 
Than rob the young heart of its glee. 
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Or seek to curb th' aspiring mind, 
By sight of woes it yet may find — 
Far be the telescopic pow'r, 

That bhghts youth's sweet and sunny hour ! 

***** 

There is a pow'r that guards and guides, 

Whose love o'er all our life presides. 

That pow'r can bid the tempest cease, 

And give the heart unchanging peace ; 

There is an anchor of the soul, 

Stedfast and sure — let billows roll, 

And winds and waves their fury pour, 

That bark is safe for evermore. — 

And 'till that " Anchor Cross " be ours, 

Nor manhood's prime, nor youth's sweet hours, 

.Can screen us from affliction's blast. 

Or bring us solid peace at last. 

Sweet emblem of the hope we cherish, 

(The only hope which ne'er can perish,) 

'Mid this dark world's uncertain night. 

Oh ! be that Cross our guiding light, 

'Till hope be lost in blissful sight. 
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'Thou shalt keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is stayed on 
thee : because he trusteth in thee." — Isaiah xxvi. 3. 

Keep me, Lord, in perfect peace, 
And stay my mind on Thee — 

Dismay'd, discouraged, and opprest, 
Ah ! whither should I flee ? 

Such peace our early parents knew 

In Eden's blissful shade; 
Ere sin within those happy bowers 

Its subtle entrance made. 

But in a land of sighs and tears, 
Strew'd with the wrecks of sin. 

Where can we hope our rest to find 
Or see our joys begin? 

Yet does thy promise rest secure — 
Tho' heaven and earth should flee — 

Thy peace my God is still reserved 
For those who trust in thee. 
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I'll trust — I'll trust that arm of love, 
Though waves and billows roar; 

I'll tread the wave — I'll cling to Thee, 
And trust for evermore. 



" The Guardian Angel." — Exodus xxiii. UO. 
(From the German.) 

My Angel, weary not — 

When I lie down to sleep. 

My head in safety keep; 

Spread o'er me thy bright wings, 

Chase every evil thought 

From night's imaginings; 

That with thy presence blest. 

Calm, peaceful, and serene my weary soul may rest. 

My Angel, weary not — 
When I from sleep awake. 
And in the strength of Him 
Who knew nor soil nor sin, 
My daily work begin; 
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Be ever by my side, 

To strengthen, guard, and guide; 

Thy motions to obey, 

And keep my erring feet in wisdom's pleasant way. 

My Angel, weary not— 

'Mid all my wand'rings wild 

Watch o'er thy wayward child! 

Thy message from above. 

E'en tho' thou lift the rod. 

Is pure unmingled love ; 

Keep then my soul serene. 

Its anchor cast on high above life's stormy scene. 

My Angel, weary not — 

When I must suffering bear. 

The garb of sorrow wear, 

Wipe with a hand of love 

Each teardrop from my cheek — 

Point to that home above. 

There fix my sorrowing eyes, 

'Till Faith with eye serene unbars a vista to the skies ! 
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My Angel, weaxy not — 

When death shall bid me part 

From all that chains this heart 

To earth's attractive breast ; 

Rest near the friends I love 

With succour from above, 

Their guardian spirit be. 

When thou hast landed me 

Safe on thy bright and blissful shores, Eternity ! 



ON OPENING MY DEAR ABSENT LITTLE 
BOY'S WELL-USED BIBLE, WITH HIS 
MARK LEFT IN THE 33ed PSALM. 

May He, my lamb, thy faithful shepherd be — 

His tender arms a resting-place for thee ! 

If thou wilt listen to his gracious voice, 

And make his precepts— his commands — thy choice, 
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Thou shalt not want — He'll guide th' untravell'd feet 
To the green pastures, and the sure retreat ; 
And by the still pure waters of his love, 
He'll lead thee onward to his fold above ! 

In paths of righteousness thy steps he'll lead. 
Thy soul restore — with heavenly manna feed ; 
Goodness and mercy shall thy path attend. 
Thy cup o'erflow with blessings to the end. 

Yea, tho' thou walkest through the vale of death. 
He still is with thee, and his arms beneath 
Thy drooping head — no evil shalt thou fear, 
Angels attend thee, and thy God is near ! 

'Tis but the shade of death thine eyes shall see, 

His rod and staflf thy sure support shall be ! 

Sweet then the thought that nought his love can 

sever, 
'Till thou shalt rise to dwell with Him for ever ! 
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LONGPRE. 



The silvery Arriege thro' this fair domain 

Hath form'd itself a vale — a lovely vale — 

'Mid emerald meadows fringed with feathery trees, 

Whence stately woods and softly swelling mounts, 

With vineyards, groves, and richest verdure crown'd. 

Arise on all sides — and the far off swell 

Of everlasting hills attract the gaze ; 

Now wandering o'er their blue and shadowy tops, 

'Till it repose in rapture on the soft 

And snow-clad line of Pyrenean mounts, 

Tow'ring majestic 'gainst the unruffled Heaven. 

Now home return'd, the roving eye alights 

'Mid nearer hills, in whose sequester'd vales 

The hamlets nestle, and at evening hour 

When lengthening shades in mystic silence meet, 

And mingling groups of lowing herds repair 

To homeward rest. — When the " o'er labour'd steer '' 

Pursues its well-known track to the still waters ; 
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And nought beside the river's ceaseless flow 
Is heard melodious o'er its stony bed, 
Then in wild harmony distinct and clear, 
Floats o'er the vale the deep-toned Angelus 
Tuning the mind to peace, — the soul to praise ; 
'Tis then, sweet Longpre ! at such balmy hour. 
When the soft moon has gain'd thy cloister'd shades, 
Thy arched alleys, and thy twilight groves, 
Where sylvan pillars far extending throw 
The graceful arch on high ; their giant arms 
Knotted and curved, yet thickly interlaced 
In richest tracery 'gainst the summer Heav'n. 
All glorious temples ! in your leafy pride, 
Worthy the consecrated groves of old ; — 
Yet solemn as the dim and vaulted dome, 
Where the full Anthem, and the deep Amen, 
Swelling in thriUing pomp its fretted aisles, 
Lingers and dies around its sacred walls. 
Below — {meet emblem of this checker 'd scene) 
Sunshine and shade, like wanton boys at play, 
Sporting untiringly thy leaves among, 
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Dance o'er the shadows thrown across my path, 
Where antique trunks in solemn Hne repose 
Like shades of years gone by. — Oh ! be it mine 
With step demure and thoughts " commercing high," 
To tread serene thy cool sequester d g 
" Far from the madd'ning world's ignoble strife ;" 
While cherub Hope, and Peace on halcyon wing, 
Celestial visitants ! my steps attend, 
Opening soft vistas in the dreariest wood, 
And hovering o'er the troubled scenes of Time, 
Like moonlight on the still and shadowy deep, 
That gilds the homeward bark, else lost to sight. 
And fondly lingers on its destin'd home. 
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WHERE IS HOME ? 

Suggested by the question of a little child. 



' There is a spot on earth supremely blest, 
A dearer, sweeter, spot than all the rest ; 
In every clime the magnet of the soul, 
Touch'd by remembrance, trembles to that pole.' 



Oh ! say my dear ones, thus condemn'd to roam 
From clime to clime — o'er mountain, plain, and sea ; 
Where is that green, that sacred spot call'd home, 
That there I turn my weary wing to flee. 

Tell me, sweet prattlers, where, ah ! where is home ? 

Love's safest anchorage beneath the skies ; 

The still pure spring from whence our pleasures 

come, 
Th' untravell'd spirit's earthly paradise. 
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Sole rest of Hope, where oft she will aUght, 
And fold awhile her bright and sunny wing ; 
Steeping the future in a dream so bright, 
The heart would fain know no awakening. 

Yet no — my children, home is not below, 
Strangers and pilgrims on a foreign strand ; 
Home in a world like this we may not know. 
Whilst journeying onward to a fairer land. 

Faint emblem of that home we seek above, 
Let but the name draw all our thoughts to thee. 
Set our affections on the things above, 
That where our treasure is, our heart may be. 



" Lord, I believe, help thou mine unbelief." — Mark ix. 31. 

When o'er my breast the clouds of sorrow steal, 
And scarcely thy supporting hand I feel ; 
Help me to cry amid each present ;grief, 
Lord, I believe, help Thou mine unbelief ! 
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When the dim future veil'd in gloom appears, 
Our onward path obscured with doubts and fears ; 
This prayer of faith shall bring me sure relief, 
Lord, I believe, help Thou mine unbelief ! 

When tied by this vile chain of sin 
I feel all dark, all comfortless within ; 
Help me to say, of sinners tho' the chief, 
Lord, I believe, help Thou mine unbelief! 

Help me to see Thy hand — to feel Thy love, 
Pointing amid the glooms to worlds above ; 
Still tho' the fig-tree show no fruit nor leaf. 
Lord, I'll believe, help Thou mine unbelief! 



Isaiah Iv. 1 . 



Guide me, oh ! thou great Eternal, 
Where the Fount of Hope is found. 
To those banks for ever vernal, 
Where the rills of peace abound — 
Flowing free to all around. 
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That peace which passeth understanding, 
Such as this world cannot give ; 
On the Rock of Ages standing, — 
From that Rock whose streams revive. 
Drink, my thirsty soul, and live ! 

That hope which maketh not ashamed, 
'Mid sorrow, trouble, and distress, — 
The Christian's hope — his anchor famed, — 
The day-star 'mid life's wilderness. 
Beaming our weary souls to bliss ! 

Unpurchased blessings ! rise, oh ! rise, 
And haste ye to the living streams. 
All ye that thirst ; — the glorious prize. 
The stricken rock before you gleams. 
Drink of its soul-reviving streams ! 
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SONNET WKITTEN ON THE RHINE DU- 
RING A PAINFUL VOYAGE TO ENGLAND. 

Flow on, thou rapid and majestic stream ! 
Thou bear'st no wrinkle on thy azure breast, 
Th' furrowing barks pass o'er thee, yet serene 
Thy ruffled wave returneth to its rest. — 
Flow on, bright stream ! and teach the bleeding heart, 
Furrow'd and cleft by many a passing keel, 
Condemn'd in sorrow and in tears to part, 
'Mid sever'd ties grief's iron hand to feel. 
Teach this sad heart a lesson from above, 
Like thy torn wave to reunite in love, 
And onward, onward, towards the bright blue sea. 
With widening current and more deepening flow 
The world, like thy soft banks, receding slow. 
Launch on thy ocean wave Eternity I 
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A PRAYER OF AFFECTION ON THE DAY 
OF CONFIRMATION. 



"Father ! I pray Thee not 
For earthly treasure to that most belov'd ! 
Thj blessings, Father ! shower, 
Father of mercies ! round her precious head. 
On her lone walks and on her thoughtful hour 
Blessings he shed ! " 

Mrs. IlEMAjfs. 



I SAW thy form in robes of snowy white 
Move thro' the sacred aisle, with timid step, 
And drooping lids, that scarce retain'd the tear 
Of undefined emotion. — 'Mid the crowd 
My fond gaze hnger'd, 'till I saw thee kneel 
Beside the sacred shrine, 'mid fair young heads 
In meek devotion bow'd and deep humility, 
As flowers beneath the farewell gaze of Eve — 
A mellow'd ray from oriel lattice streaming, 
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Falls on that lovely group, as 'twere the smile 
Of angel guests attendant on such rite. — 

And now hast thou pronounced the solemn yow — 
And giv'n thyself to Him, whose wings of love 
Shall close around thy path with sheltering stay, 
And shield thy opening years ! — ah ! what on earth 
So lovely, as the young, th' unshackled, 
Undivided heart, that gives itself to God ! 
Its hopes, its talents, and its feelings all, 
Outpour'd in trustful meekness at His feet ! 

And now, with venerable hands upraised 
The Prelate's solemn voice pours forth the prayer — 
" Defend, Oh! Gracious Father, this thy Child, 
With Heavenly grace — that thro' the devious paths 
Of this ensnaring world, she may continue Thine — 
Thine — Thine for ever ! and in thy Holy Spirit 
Evermore increase' — 'till, thro' a Saviour's love. 
She come to Thine eternal courts above ! " 
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Deep the Amen a mother's heart responds 

To such a praj'er ! Oh ! may its faltering notes 

Borne by a Saviour's mediatorial love 

Reach but his mercy-seat ! — in blessings then 

Shall it descend upon thy gentle head, 

Rich in fruition !— treasured sure in heav'n, 

" Where neither moth nor rust corrupt, nor thieves 

Break thro' and steal." Yet from such well-spring 

pure, 
Ever distill'd within the thirsty heart. 
As dew of Hermon on the drooping flower, 
'Till at the fount we drink, and need its streams 

no more ! 
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The three following books are by a Lady, who when in the flesh counted 
it an *' additional mercy to the many mingled in her own cup of 
sorrow," that her books passing through many editions, " afforded 
comfort to others; " — 

FIFTH EDITION. 

Prayers for Private Use and Short Meditations, 

32mo., cloth, price Is. 

" The prayers and meditations contained in this little book have no pretensions to 
novelty or literary merit, but it is hoped the Sentiments are Scriptural, and if only 
one soul should find the least profit or comfort from them, the writer, could she 
know it, would feel truly thankful to her heavenly Father; they have been arranged, 
and some of the Meditations written, during- a protracted season of very heavy 
domestic affliction, in which the writer has experimentally felt that the grace and 
streng-ih of the Lord are all-sufficient, and that the period of sorrow, however 
painful to the flesh, is a lime for spiritual benefit. She can with truth say, * it 
is g-ood for her that she has been afflicted.' " — Preface. 

FIFTH EDITION. 

J Trifle Offered to the Afflicted. 32mo., cioth, price is. 6d. 

" The extracts [in this book] are replete with that spirit of love so indispensably 
necessary ift attempting- to pour out the balm of comfort into tlie breaking heart." 
— Preface. 

THIRD EDITION. 

Hints for Daily Meditation and Examination^ 

for every Day in the Month, with Short Prayers. 32mo., cloth, 
price is. 6rf. 

Meditations (each with Questions for self-examination, a Prayer and Hymn.) 
First Day, On the Love of God. — Second, On the Love of Christ. — Third, On the 
influences of the Holy Spirit.— Fourth, On Christian Charity for our fellow-crea- 
tures.— Fifth, On Spiritual mindedness.— Sixth, On Faith, — Seventh, On Disinter- 
estedness. — Eighth, On Hope.— Ninth, On Peace. — Tenth, on Resignation.— Eleventh, 
On "Watchfulness. — Twelfth, On The Daily Perusal of the Scriptures. — Thirteenth, 
Blessed are the meek for they shall inherit the eai-th.~Fourteentb, On Judging- 
others.— Fifteenth, On the Sabbath— Sixteenth, On Self denial.- Seventeenth. On 
the Ministration of Angels. — Eighteenth, On the Minor courtesies of Life. — Nine- 
teenth, On Relative Duties. — Twentieth, On the Joys of Heaven.— Twenty-First, 
Zeal in the Service of Christ. — Twenty-second, Recognition of Friends in a future 
state. — Twenty-third, On the Pleasures of Religion. — Twenty-fourth, OnConversation. 
—Twenty-fifth, On the Character of Mary^ — Twenty-sixth, On Prayer,— Twenty-sev- 
enth, On Humility. — Twen^-eightb, On Recreations.— Twenty- ninth, On Sincerity 
and Simplicity. — Thirtieth, On the Improvement of time. — Thirty-first, On Patience. 

SECOND EDITION. 

Eight Lectures on the Scriptural Truths most 

opposed by Puseyism. 

1. Justification by Faith. — 2. Contrast of Judaism and Christianity. 
--3. Christian and Jevpish Worship. — 4. Priesthood. — 5. Baptism 
and Regeneration. — 6. Unity of the Church. — 7. Failure of the 
Church and its Results. — 8. Hopes of the Church. By JOHN 
ELIOT HOWARD. Price Is. 

" So much that is sensible, interesting, and original. "~C?iMrcftman's Month. Rev. 

" It is remarkably clear, vigorous, and sound." — Presbijteriam. Beview, June, 1846. 
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THE NINTH THOUSAND, 

A Survey of the Holy Land: its Geography, 

History, and Destiny. Designed to elucidate the Imagery and 
Oriental Allusions of Scripture, and demonstrate the fulfilment of 
Prophecy, By J. T. BANNISTER, Author of "Chart of the 
Holy Larid," "Incidents of Jewish History," &c. With an In- 
troduction by the Re-v. Da. Marsh, of Leamington. With new 
tinted Frontispiece and Vignette ; containing 600 pages, demy 8vo., 
beautiful ornamental scarlet cloth, gilt edges, price 14s., illustrated 
with Maps, Plans, and superior Engravings. 

" A handsomely printed volume, which we commend to the attention of all who 
are desirous of understanding those ' holy Scriptures,* which are able to make us 
wise unto salvation." — Church of England Quarterly Review. 

" I heartily wish it a circulation proportionate to its capability of affording useful 
and delightful information." — James Montgomery, Esq. 

"An important accession to the stores of our sacred literature."— .Bcan^eKcof 
Magazine. 

" It is copious in matter, without verbosity. There is, too, a pervading tone of 
piety running through the whole that not only recommends it to the attention, but 
is calculated highly to promote its usefulness. The work is illustrated by maps 
and other graphic explanatives, it is handsomely printed, and issued in a peculiarly 
beautiful style of binding."— ^orcesfer Herald. 

Memory's Review ; or Principle in Practice. 

By MARY DRING, Author of "Infantine Poems," "Child's 
Poetical Naturalist," &c. Small 8vo., cloth, price 2s. 6rf. 
"Written in a tone of sober and judicious piety, well calculated to be useful in 
the formation of youthful character." — Christian Observer. 

English Grammar Simplified. 

By HARRIET SMITH, Private Teacher in Leicester and 
Bristol. Price 8rf. 

This work has met with very considerable approval. It is really what the title 
implies — "A Simplified English Gkammak." 

The Philosophy of the Water Cure : A Develop- 
ment of the True Principles of Health and Longevity. Bj JOHN 
BALBIRNIE, M.D. Author of " The Pathology of the Uterus 
and its Appendages," &c. Small 8vo. price 5s. 

" The most comprehensive, the most eloquent, and the most scientific work 
yet published on the Water Cure."— i)r. Wilson, Malvern. 

A Catechism on the Articles of the Church of 

England ; Broken into Short Questions and Answers. By the 
REV. J.MATTHEWS, Curate of Langley Burrell, Wilts. 

*' It seems to me well calculated for usefulness." — BisJlop of Winchester. 
f* A very little book, of very great value."— C%«rcA and State Gazette. 
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The Publishers particularly beg attention to the fact that the thtiee followtng 
WOK.KS are entirely different to other books, as the IllustrationB, instead of 
being EngraTings or Drawings, are actual specimens collecied by Ladies and 
others taking pleasure in such interesting pursuits, from the fields and the sea- 
side, some of which are even brought up from the depths of the sea. 



SECOND EDITION. 



Wild Flowers and their Teachings. 

Illustrated with Thirty-seven Real Specimens. New Edition, in 
elegant cloth, price \l. 3*. ; silk, \l, 6s, ; velvet and morocco, \l. 16s. 

Ocean Flowers and their Teachings.^ 

By the Author of ** Wild Flowers and their Teachings." Illua- 
trated with Thirty-seven Real Specimens of Sea "Weeds, Coralline, 
and Zoophytes. In 8vo., elegantly printed, and bound in silk, 
price 1^. \\s, 6d; velvet, \l. 15s.; morocco, \l, 17s. 

• " In this beautiful book, as in the Horius Siccus above described, the real plants 
are presented ; and no one, unacquainted practically with the botanical treasures of 
the deep, can have any idea how graceful and pretty many of these sea flowers are, 
as they are here not depicted but actually given. The volume is a perfect gem of 
art and nature." — Worcester, Herald. 

Natural Illustrations of the British Grasses; 

their Botanical Characters, Properties, and ITees ; with appropriate 
Readings; prefaced by an Original Poem by JAMES MONT- 
GOMERY, Esq. Edited by FREDERICK HANHAM, M. R. 
C. S. L., and Corresponding Member of the Medico-Botanical 
Society of London. Illustrated with Sixty-two Real Specimens, 
carefully preserved and mounted. Forming a splendid volume, 
in small folio, suitable for the Library of the Connoisseur, the 
Study of the Agriculturist, and the Drawing-room table of the 
affluent. Price, in silk, 3Z. ; velvet, 3Z. 8s. ; morocco, 31. 12s. 

The supply of these interesting Works is necessarily limited (each 100 copies 
of " The British Grasses " for instance, requiring the collection, preparation, and 
mounting of 6,300 distinct specimens.) In case, as has sometimes happenedj copies 
should not be procurable when first applied for, it is respectfully suggested that 
orders should be given to the Booksellers to forward them as soon as new supplies 
are ready. 

" This is a truly superb tome. It is externally a small folio, gorgeously clad in a 
coat of rich velvet and gold, and intemallyit presents the actual grasses of the field, 
plucked as they grew at seed time in the meadows, and banks and braes, dingles, 
and uplands of merry England. It is impossible to conceive how beautiful a work 
this union of the natural and the artificial constitutes without actual visual 
inspection. Seeing is believing. It is said, and we should say that this book, in its 
rare beauty and extraordinary richness, and yet chastity, must be seen to he believed. 
We can speak from practical knowledge of such matters, of the fidelity with 
which the specimens have been preserved, and the exceeding neatness with which 
they are presented exceeds- everything of the kind in our experience — which, 
it happens, has. not been very limited, in this branch of bibliojgraphy. .Altogether, 
such a. work is calculated to be the pet solace of -the botanist's closet, and it 
must form an admirable souvenir to a friend of a botanical turn, while, as an object 
of material literary beauty, it can scarcely be rivalled in the wide range of British 
paper and print." — Worcester Herald. 
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The Botanical Chart of British Flowering Plants 

and Ferns ; showing at one view their chief characteristics, 
Generic and Specific Names, with the Derivations, their Localities, 
Properties, &c. &c. &c. Compiled by F. H. KNAPP. 8to., 
cloth, price 6s. 

** This is a prettily got up and carefully edited volume. Its contents are well 
arranged. Botany is a study possessing peculiar cl|arms ; its pursuit is at once an 
elegant, useful, and healthful occupation ; and though no one insists on the 
necessity of a Linnsus or a Lindley being found at every turn, yet all persons 
should know so much of the science as to be conversant with the names of 
the British flowering plants which bedeck the fields and enliven the hedgeroivs. As 
far as books can impart such knowledge, it may be acquired from this volume with- 
out much difficulty, especially as it contains, in addition to the " chart," an index of 
the English or "vulgar " names of the plants ordinarily met with in this country. 
A more useftil and entertaining companion than this portable volume, during a 
rural ramble, is not easily found." — Bath and Cheltenham Gazette. 

SECOND EDITION. 

The Marine Botanist; an Introduction to the 

Study of Algology, containing Descriptions of the commonest 
British Sea Weeds, and the best Method of Preserving them. By 
ISABELLA GIFFORD. With several accurate Drawings of the 
most remarkable species of Sea Weeds, and some of the most 
beautiful in Colours. Ornamental cloth, price 5s. 

" The whole book is got up in a very elegant manner." — Db. Hakvey, [Autlior of 
MamnwX of British Algee.) 

Selections from the Sermons of Archbishop Leigh- 
ton. Arranged for every Day in the Month ; with Short Notices of 
his Life. 12mo. cloth, Price 2s. 

Justification by Faith Only. A Sermon on Ro- 

mans iii. 28. By the REV. CHARLES HENRY DAVIS, M.A., 
of Wadham College, Oxford ; Curate of Chavenage-in-Horsley, 
Gloucestershire. Re-printed (by permission of the Editors) with 
Additions and Notes from No. 638 of the Church of England Mag- 
azine. N.B. — Any profits received by the Author from the Sale 
of this Sermon will be given for the benefit of " The Church Pas- 
toral Aid Society." Price Is. 

BT THE SAME AUTHOR, 

The Office of Private Baptism, arranged with the 

Collects at full length for convenience in use ; together with 
Notes, Critical, Explanatory, &c. Selected and Arranged from 
the most Eminent Ritualists. Price Fourpence. 

Example and Encouragement for Sabbath School 

Teachers : in a Memorial of a Departed Sister. By the REV. 
THOMAS PAGE, M.A., Perpetual Curate of Christ Church, 
Virginia Water, Egham. Cloth, price Is. 
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Naboth the Jezreelite : and Other Poems. 

By MISS FLINDERS, author of " Felix de Lisle," " Confessions 
of an Apostate," &c. Small 8to, elegant cloth, price 2s. 6d. 

•' ' Naboth ' is the work of a lady who has something- of the inspiration of song, as 
well as of the mere idea of composition." — Church and State Oazette. 

An Offering for Invalids. Principally Selected 

and arranged from various sources. Cloth, 12mo. Price Is. 

The Useful Christian encouraged to he "faithful 

in good ivorks." 32mo., price id. 

The Worth of the Bible stated and illustrated 

in the experience of the learned and devout. 32mo., price id. 

The Christians Daily Guide to Prayer and the 

Holy Scriptures : Interleaved with Writing Paper, for the Reader's 
Personal Application of the usefulness of the Work. Small 8vo., 
neat cloth, 2s. 

Questions for Yoii and Me; or. Daily Examination 

for morning, noon, and night. 32mo., price Zd, 
SEVENTH THOUSAND. 

Sermons for Children ; to which are added, short 

Hymns, suited to the subjects. By A Lady. 32mo., price id. 

A few copiea remain of this valued book, published several years past, but not lately 
introduced to public notice : — 

THIKD EDITION. 

Theological Gleanings. 

From Eminent Authors. 18mo., doth, price 2s. 

" Divine information and instruction, calculated to stimulate, animate, invigorate, 
and improve the mind ; and which by their brevity may be easily remembered, and 
by their signiflcancy furnish materials for the mind to unfold and apply." 

" The design has been to furnish a connected view of the principal doctrines 
and duties of Christians." — Preface. 

The Solemn Contrast ; or. Specimens of the 

Deaths of the Righteous and the Wicked, Lessons for the Living. 
By WILLIAM BLATCH, Author of " Two Lectures on (he His- 
torical Confirmation of the Scriptures," &o. Small 8vo., cloth, 
price Is. 6d. 
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Memoirs of Female Labourers in the Missionary 

Cause. By theauthoressof A New Year's Token to the Aged. With 
an Introduction, by the Rev. Kichard Knili,, late Missionary at 
St. Petersburgh. Fifty copies have been given, and a Tenth of the 
Profits will be devoted to the Missionary Cause. 32mo. Cloth, Is. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOEESS. 

Daily Gleanings from the Holy Scriptures, for the 

Noontide Refreshment of Christians. Size of "Daily Food for 
Christians." Cloth, 8d; Roan, gilt edges. Is ; Tuck, gilt edges, Is.Bd- 
" O ■Woman ! never didst thou occupy a position of such moral grandeur as in the 
history of the present age," — Knill, 

Binns and Goodwiris Society Almanack. (I849.) 

"A NEW TEAR'S GIFT PENNY ALMANACK," in the 
Tenth Year of Publication, of which they Annually Print up- 
wards of Forty Thousand Copies, can also be obtained of all 
Booksellers throughout the Kingdom. This Almanack is under the 
sanction of the Bath District Tisiting Society, and is especially ad- 
apted for improving the morals and condition of the Poor, and 
is used by Clergymen and others for distribution. An allowance 
is made to purchasers of 100 copies and upwards. 

THE FOLLOWING BY THE REV. M. BROCK, M. A. 

Chaplain to the Bath Penitentiary. 

The Church and the Sacraments. Price 3s. 

The above may be had in separate tracts, as follows : 

Brief Thoughts on the Church and Church Principles. Price 4'd. or 
28s. per 100. 3rd Thousand. 

Unity and Uniformity : extracted from the above. Price 9d. per dozen, 
or 5s. per hundred. 6th Thousand. 

Subjects of Baptism ; or Infant Baptism. Price Ijd. 10s. 6d. per hun- 
dred. 6th Thousand. 

The Sacrament of the Lord's Supper. Price 3d. 21s. per hundred. 
6th Thousand. 

Baptism and Regeneration, or a brief enquiry into the language of " the 
ministration of Public Baptism of Infants." Price 6d. 

The Christian Sabbath. Price IJd. 



Doctrines for the Church. Cloth, price Is. 6d. 

The above may be had in separate tracts, as follows : — 
Justification by Faith Only. Price IJd. 10s. 6d. per hundred. 12th 

Thousand. . 
Sanctification of the Spirit. Price IJd. 10s. 6d. per hundred. 8th 

Thousand. 
Glorification. Price 3d. 21s. per hundred. 7th Thousand. 
The Lord's Coming, a great Practical Doctrine. Price 3d. 21s. per 
hundred. 6th Thousand. 

This Tract is a Practical sequel to Glorification. 



TO THE CLEEGY, AUTHOES, &c. 

PRINTING. 
BINNS AND GOODWIN, 

^nmifiexS mis Printers. Matt). 

Kespectfout: invite the attention of the Clergy, and Authors, 
to their Establishment for Printing and Publishing. In the 
execution of works confided to their care, they feel assured they 
can offer real advantages, both in the mechanical department, and 
in competent literary assistance. It will also be their study to 
make such efforts as will promote a ready and an extensive sale. 

B. & G. have much satisfaction in referring to the numerous 
works is&ued from their establishment during a period of nearly 
eighty years; and more especially to their recent publications, 
some of which, of a perfectly unique character, they can confidently 
compare with the productions of any Press in the kingdom : while, 
by the continual addition to their carefully-selected materiel of 
modern improvements and facilities, they are prepared to under- 
take any description of Book- Printing, in the most correct and 
elegant style. 

Having also directed their attention very considerably to the 
higher order of pictorial embellishments, and employing Artists of 
first-rate ability, B. & G. will be happy to undertake the prepara- 
tion and publication of Illustrated Works in the first style of 
the art 

Estimates for Printing in English, Latin, Greek, Hebrew, or other 
Languages, forwarded on application. 



MUTUAL AND EQUITABLE PUBLISHING. 

TO AUTHORS. 

BINNS & GOODWIN beg to acquaint the Literary Public that 
they undertake the Printing and Publishing New Works, on 
condition of 250 copies being taken, without any risk to the 
Author either in Advertising or remaining unsold copies — and 
divide the profits of the whole Edition with the Author. 

The object aimed at in this system of Publishing is to enable 
Authors to introduce their works before the Public without incur- 
ring a large and uncertain outlay — ensuring at the same time, 
through a ready sale, which may be expected for works of real 
merit apd interest, a due reward for their labours. 

To enable the Author to realize an immediate benefit, 20 per 
cent, less than the publishing price of the book will be charged 
on the 250 copies: c. g. — for a book the price of which is 10s. 
only 8«. will be charged to the Author, and so on in propor- 
tion* — and the profit on Ms own purchase of 250 copies, and 
upwards, will be included in the ultimate division. 

It is also respectfully submitted, that Authors who prefer 
Publishing by Subscription will find this mode present peculiar 
advantages, as it at once determines the amount of profit. 

The facilities of communication, and convenience lor transmit- 
ting proofs, being now so great as to render distance of little 
importance, B. & G. respectfully ofier their services to Authors 
resident in any part of the kingdom, 

TO PEINT BOOKS AND PAMPHLETS, HYMN-BOOKS 
FOE CHURCHES Sc CHAPELS, & PEEIODICALS, 

WITH ACOUEAOY, ELEGANCE, AND PEOMPTITDDE. 



> 30 per Cent, less will be charged for all purehases above 250 Copies. 



PUBLISHIH& OPFICB, BATH. 

EstobUshed about the year 1707. 



